PATCHWORK                                           "A"
you, sair. Ate we not, sair, with sails full set and in
full flight?5'
"Damn that, Mr. Bannerjee. . . . You heard
what I said ... I want to hear the police and what
they've got to say about Charles-sahib's punka-
coolie. . . . You sit down and get someone busy
with that punka."
"Most sairtainly, sair. But my poor client . . ."
Then Mr. Bannerjee shut his mouth with a greasy
cluck and turned round and opened it again and
began to whisper to a very old woman behind him.
Then he got up and walked heavily across the sea of
humanity to the door by which I had lately come in;
and presently an immense and perilously hung
punka on creaking hinges began to sway above our
heads, driving down the hot, fetid air, and the stale
smoke of many yesterdays.
In self-defence, I took a cigarette; but it tasted
disgusting.
Young G------asked me proudly if I had ever
been to court before. I said "No," rather
uncompromisingly, and our conversation was
momentarily held up; and we sat there silently above
the moaning, squirming, whispering crowd on the
floor below, and opposite to the row of fat, dark-
skinned gentlemen, whom I had previously seen
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